THE CHILDREN'S  OMNIBUS

known him, with the sweat and dust of battle, did as
he was bid; and then, pushing his trumpet pettishly

. aside, adjusted his weary legs for the hundredth time
to the horse which was a world too big for him, and
muttering, "'Taint a pretty tune," tried to see some-
thing of this, his first engagement, before it came to
an end.

Being literally in the thick of it, he could hardly
have seen less or known less of what happened in that
particular skirmish if he had been at home in England.
For many good reasons, including dust and smoke,
and that what attention he dared distract from his
commanding officer was pretty well absorbed by

.'keeping his hard-mouthed troop-horse in hand, tinder
pain of execration by his neighbours in the mSlee.
By-and-by,when the newspapers came out, if he could
get a look at one before it was thumbed to bits, he
would learn that the enemy had appeared from
ambush in overwhelming numbers, and that orders
had been given to fall back, which wus done slowly
and in good order, the men fighting as they retired.

Born and bred on the Goose Green, the youngest
of Mr. Johnson's gardener's numerous offspring, the
boy had given his family "no peace" till they let him
"go for a soldier" with Master Tony and Master
Jackanapes. They consented at last, with more te^ars
than they shed when an elder son was sent to gaol for
poaching, and the boy was perfectly happy in his life,
.and foil of esprit de corps., It was this which had been
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